CHAPTER VIII
SOCIAL DEATH
" THE snag with these folks, ma'am," said the young
American officer, " is that there aren't any you can talk to.
I came on assignment to this command just bursting with
the milk of human kindness and readiness to get on with
the Indians. But they've curdled the milk on me. Half of
them are so gosh-darn polite it's an insult, and the other
half are so all-fired arrogant that I feel like .pushing their
faces in."
The boy was a flier on the war-time route over the
Hump from India to China. He was taking time out at
Delhi, and he was feeling pretty lonely. We had been
introduced at a dinner party in Maiden's Hotel, and it
was inevitable that we should be drawn together for
conversation on life in general and the drawbacks of Delhi
in particular.
His strictures on Indians were not fair or just, but they
had that degree of truth in them which make such statements
damning,
" Wait until you've been here a bit longer/' I chaffed
him. " I figure that you can find many charming Indians
to talk to if you try hard enough."
" Mebbe so." He shook his head doubtfully. " I guess
not. Back home I used to reckon that the Limeys in India
were jest naturally stuffed shirts, and that when I got over
here I'd get along with the local guys like I would with
anyone I met on Main Street. Boy, I had it to come!
Now I'm darned sure that if they keep me here long enough
I'll get exactly like the British, only more so, and never see
an Indian from one month's end to another, except on
business."
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